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My dear wouse frieNds, 


Have I ever told you how N\uch I love ScieNce 
fictioN? I’ve always waNied to write iNcredible 
adveNtures Set In aNother diweNSioN, but I’ve Never 
believed that parallel uNiverses exist.. • uNtil now! 


That’s because wy good frieNd Professor Paws 
VON Volt, the brilliaNt, Secretive ScieNtist, has 
just Made aN iNcredible discovery. ThaNks to sowe 
Mousetropic calculatioNS, he deterwiNed that there 
are waNy differeNt diweNSioNS iN tiwe aNd Space, 
where aNythiNg could be possible. 



The professor’s work iNSpired we to write this 
ScieNce fictioN adveNture iN which wy 
family aNd I travel through Space 
iN Search of New worlds- 
We’re a fabuMouse crew: 
the spacewicel 


I hope you eNjoy this 
iNtergalactic adveNture! 






Professor 
Paws von Volt 
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An Unexplored 
Planet! 


Everything was cosmically cai-H when I 
woke up on my spaceship that morning. 
I left my cabin, whistling as I headed to the 
control room. I couldn’t wait to sink into 
my captain’s chair and munch on some 
^o^qomoid Qi^aNoia, but when I got 
there . . . 

Oh, excuse me—I haven’t introduced 
myself. My name is Stiltonix, GsronimO 
Stilbnix, and I am captain of the 
MouseStar 1 , the most mouserific spaceship 
in the universe! 

As I was saying, as soon as I entered the 

control room, a thunderous voice hit 

my ears. 




An Unexplored Planet! 





“Look lively, you IfiMijs) luiiifiair 
cUseese sttfcltes!” yelled my grandfather 
William Stiltonix. He was sitting in my chair, 
orders at the whole crew. 
“Grandfather, how nice to you,” I 
said. “What brings you to the control room?” 







An Unexplored Planet! 




“My feet. Grandson—and they’re a lot 
than yours!” he snapped. “You’re 
late for work!” 

I stammered. “B-b-but we didn’t have any 
iniSSionS planned today!” 

“What a lazybones!” Grandfather said. “If 
it were up to you, this spaceship would stay 
in ©rbit forever.” 

Before I could defend myself. 



Robotlx, the ship’s 
robot, floated over to 
Grandfather. 

“Admiral Stiltonix, 
we’re ready!” he said. 
“We have locked in the 
coordinates for our 
launch into hyperspace.” 
Launch into hyperspace? 


HQUBT C|C41T£IC«! 



An Unexplored Planet! 




Hearing those words made my whiskers 
tremble in fright. 

Entering hyperspaee meant aooe/teAxi'ti/yif 
faster than the speed of light—which really 
does a number on my stomach! 

"Er, Grandfather, why exactly do we need 
to into hyperspace?” I asked. 

“Because we’re explorers, Grandson!” 
he replied. “I recently identified a planet all 
the way at the end of the universe. It’s named 
ITlos?S?^l?e[[on, and no spacemouse has 
ever set paw on it. We will be the first to 
explore it!” 

I gulped. “The end of the universe?” That 
sounded awfully flWSy. 

But Grandfather had his mind made 

up. ‘Tull speed ahead!” he 

commanded. 

The ship lurched forward, and the 




An Unexplored Planet! 


isr- 


acceCeration was so strong that I flew 
backward! I ^umPED my head on the 
floor, fainted, and began having the most 

wonderful dream . . . 

In my dream, I was on the beaches of the 
planet Tiropfcallf js. Walking next to me 








An Unexplored Planet! 


was Sally de Wrench, the talented 

technician of the MouseStar 1 —and also 
the most rodent in the 

galaxy . . . 

A pull on my whiskers 0OLTE^) me 
awake. I opened my eyes and gasped. I wasn’t 











An Unexplored Planet! 




looking at the kind face of Sally de 
Wrench—I was looking at the goofy face 
of my cousin Trap! 

“Wake up, Geronimo!” he said, shaking 
me forcefully. “WeVe arrived at the planet 
Mozzarellon. It’s a mousetastic place! 
WeVe got to get out there and explore! 
Come with me right now!” 

a mousetastic placeP 
Go With himP 
But whyP 



— ^ — 

The Exploration 
Mission 



I was still '!?CJSSJ7 from bumping my head. I 
couldn’t remember what had just happened, 
and I didn’t what Trap 

was talking about. But I knew one thing for 
sure: I didn’t want to do it! c© 

Trap grabbed me by the 
paw$ and got me back 
on my feet. 

“Cousin, what 
is this all about?” 

I snapped. 

“I’ll tHO^ you,” 
he replied. 

He led me to the 




The Exploration Mission 




large rDontToR, and showed me a planet 
as white as mi[^, surrounded by a cosmic 
cloud. 

“It’s the planet Flol^S^^TPellon!” he told 
me. “While you fainted, we launched into 
hyperspace and entered the planet’s ORBIT!” 

Then Trap typed into a keyboard and 
an encyclopedia entry popped up. “Look! 





Trom the Encyclopedie Galactica 

iThis planet is known for its milky-white 
color. It has never been explored by 
spacemice, but visual data confirm 
that the surface is covered in wild 
mozzarella shrubs. Space probes have 
shown that the surface is soft and gummy. 
The planet’s inhabitants, the cheesix, 
appear to resemble balls of mozzarella I 
cheese. 









The Exploration Mission 




There’s QSQQQ [QQQQQQQQDD 

growing on the planet. We have to go cheek 
it out!” 

Suddenly, I r ieth,«tfebieT«d Grandfather 
William’s plans to explore the planet. I 
was trying to gather my thoughts when Trap 
interrupted me. 

“Come on, Ger!” he urged, pushing me 
into the teleportation room. “The 

Teletransportix is ready 

to teleport us to the planet’s 
surface! By lunchtime we’ll 
be ENJoyiNlS- the 
first wild mozzarella 
in space!” 

“Wait just one 
minute,” I protested. “No 
mouse has ever set paw on 

IIlo«2;ai®ellon before. 







The Exploration Mission 




We need to do some TESTS before we 
go down there. There could be 

(Mani®, or cosmic bacteria, or space 
microbes .. 


My voice trailed off when the doors of the 
room opened up, and in stepped Sally de 

Wpencli! 



fcvtax/be^, she was even 
more fascinating in person! 
I didn’t want her 
to see how 

NERVOUS 

I was, so I turned 
to Trap and 
spoke in my 
most captain¬ 
like voice. 
“Cousin, I 
would be happy 


I 





The Exploration Mission 




to accompany you on your exploration 
mission, but as (sqjSfla of this spaceship 
I must stay here and do some important 
eaptain business!” 

“But every exploration mission 


needs two rodents,” Trap said. “How will I 
do it alone?” 



Then something happened that I did not 


IXPiCT at all. 

Sally stepped 
forward. “Trap, I 
will go with you 
she said. 

cheesy 
comets! 

Was the 
rodent of 
my dreams 
about to go 




Cousin! 


but \ 


v^fork! 





on an exploration mission with my cousin, 

without me? Was this a bad lake? n 
nightmareP A horror filmP 

“Please, wait until we can do some tests,” 
I said, but Trap and Sally ignored me. The 
two rodents were 











The Exploration Mission 




so eager to explore Mozzarellon! They 
stepped into the Teletransportix and 
entered the planet’s coordinates. Then they 
D£rT)ATER,?AL?2Et) right before my eyes! 

I stared at the empty Teletransportix for a 
few minutes, blinking. Then I headed back 
to the control room. 

So far, my morning was stinking 
worse than rotten cheese! 



Code Yellow! 


I ^I'UTTlped!. back to the control room, 
disappointed in myself. I was worried that 
I had looked like a scarcdy-ral in 
front of Sally! 

To make matters Grandfather 

William started yelling at me. 

“What are you doing here. Grandson?” he 
asked. “You should be on Plos^s^a-TPeUon!” 
I sighed. “I just think we should test for 

SPACE BACTERIA, and 

“Tests take too mueh time!” said my sister, 
Thea. “I can’t wait to get down there!” 
“Really?” I asked. 

Thea nodded. “I want to ride my SPACE 
MOTORCYCLE on the surface!” 

“Did you hear that, you ChSESG iOBf?” 





Code Yellow! 


Grandpa asked. “Thea has the spirit of a 

true captainV 

with embarrassment, I walked 
over to my nephew Benjamin. 

He was watching Trap and Sally’s mission 
on one of the SCREENS in the control 










Code Yellow! 


Benjamin SMLCD at me. “Uncle, don’t be 
i/©rriied about exploring Mozzarellon. 
Bugsy and I will go with you when you’re 
done testing for space bacteria.” 

GALACTIC 60UPA, he is such a sweet 
little nephew! 

I watched the screen with him. Trap 
and Sally were walking inside a shallow 

cRateR 

“Look! They found the 

shrubs!” Benjamin 

cried. 

The crew gathered around us, Cl];rii^;l];Si. 
Starry space dust, it was true! Growing 
inside the crater were aBBQOglO space 
plants that had plump balls of mozzarella 
growing on their branches! 

Professor Breenfur, the 

ship’s scientist, nodded his head. “Now 











Code Yellow! 


this is a truly mousetastic discovery!” he 
remarked. 

Then we heard a Q Q E 3 D 
Hologramix, the ship’s eomputer. 

“Unidentified aliens are approaehing the 
exploration team! 

Codt ytllmift 
Codt y«ll0wl 
Code yellowl 

Thea turned on her wrist phone. “Trap, 
can you hear me? You need to be careful. 
Someone is eoming toward you. It could be 

already too iste. On the screen 
we could see Trap and Sally’s 
faees. Then Trap began to stammer. 

‘‘M-UEy, WMAT 00 you WAHT FR,om U§? 
WE’RE noT DoTn6 AnyTUTn^ wRon^i 
MELPi” 



c{ay^6rous’! 
But it was 



Code Yellow! 




Then the screen went blank. Total 
silence fell over the control room. 

“Something tells me that those aliens 
weren’t friEndly,” Professor Greenfur 
said. 

My fear had 
frozen me like 
Plutonian ice. 

Thea shook me. 

“We’ve 
got to get 
down there! 

Thei®e's no-fe a 

Kvionen-b -bo lose!” she cried. 


Ofiyfor a(( the shooting stars —my sister 
was right! 

I sprang into acti©n' and started to 
quickly organize a reSCUe Fflission. 
Robotix, Thea, and I would go to the 





Code Yellow! 


planet. Grandfather William and Professor 
Greenfur would coordinate the operations 
from MOUSeStar 1. 

I stepped onto the Teletransportix 

platform with my team when Benjamin and 
his friend Bugsy ran up to me. 

“We’re coming, too!” he announced. 
“We’ve already made a map of this planet, 
so we’ll be useful.” 

I shook my head. “No way! This could 
be a very mission,” 

I said. 

But the two little spacemice climbed 
onto the platform just as Professor Greenfur 
activated it! 

My head began to spin as the machine 
started to break apart our [MSDiMIIUB® 
into tiny pieces. CoSmic cheese chuNks, what 
a terrible feeling! 




Code Yellow! 


I don’t like the Teletransportix, but I had 
to help Trap and Sally. 


ready ft,, 





Crusty, Rusty 
Bolts! 


We landed inside the same crater that Trap 
and Sally had been exploring. But wfiere 
were they? And WflA — or WHflT —had 
scared them? 









Crusty, -Rusty Bolts! 


We began to examine the crater for 

Thea studied a wild mozzarella shrub. 

imagine that—mozzarella 
growing from a bush!” 

Benjamin started to up and 

down. ‘The planet’s surface is soft and kind 
of Q\}rnrny,” he remarked. 

“It’s like walking on a big mattress!” Bugsy 
said happily. 

I didn’t like the surface. It was 

starting to make me feel seasick! i 
took a few steps and lost my balance, landing 
whisker-first on the ground. 


Luckily, it was so Sofift that I wasn’t 
hurt—and from down there I could see 
TMCi^S along the bottom of the crater. 


















Crusty, Rusty Bolts! 



“Those are Trap’s and 

pawprints!” I exclaimed. 

“Good job, Ger!” Thea praised me. ^ • 

We saw SmallBr tracks next to the * 
pawprints. f 

“Those must be alien tracks!” Thea 
guessed. 


Sallv’s ^ 
• ^ 







Crusty, Rusty Bolts! 


We followed them. After a while, Trap and 
Sally’s tracks And the alien’s 

footprints looked 

“Hmm. What happened here?” Thea 
wondered. Then we heard voices. 

I 3UMPeD at the noise. “That sounds 
like Trap and Sally!” 










Crusty. ■Rusty Bolts! 



Thea raised a finger to her lips. “§(?!)[S)(S8 
We don’t want the aliens to see us!” 

We hid behind the edge of the erater 
and peeked out. Shooting Stors! Trap 
and Sally were tied up on a pole! 

The aliens who had captured them were 
small, round, and GllfiUillS)llS)y. They all 
wore milky-white clothing. They each had 
two cheerful on top of tall stalks. 

“These must be the aliens,” Thea 

whispered. “Let’s approach them carefully.” 

So Thea, Benjamin, Bugsy, Robotix, and I 
quietly stepped out of our hiding place and 
began to follow them from a safe distance. 


0 



A Very Cheesy 
Planet! 


After a really LoP^ walk, the aliens arrived 
in what looked to be their capital city. We 
walked past houses that looked like ©iaNT 
soft, round mozzarella balls painted in light 
colors. 

this was turning out 
to be one cheesy planet! 

The cheesix led Trap and Sally into a large 
square, where their king was seated on a 
throne that almost looked like a washing 
machine. I could tell he was a king because 
he wore a HHHIH on his head. 

The king also wore a fancy 
outfit, complete with a long cloak. On either 








i w^ (r^ 






A Very Cheesy Planet! 


-r 

side of his throne were large of 

mozzarella. 

The aliens carried Sally and Trap to the 
foot of the throne. Then the aliens watched 
with pearpui looks on their faces, 
waiting to hear what the king would say. 

“Untie the foreigners and bring them 
closer!” he commanded. “I want them to 

bow down to Spherus the Third, 

the leader of Mozzarellon and king of the 
cheesix people . . . me!” 

The aliens quickly untied Sally and Trap. 

My cousin bluvttd 0Ut>, “Your Majesty, I 
am very hungry!” 

The king frowned. He did not look pleased 
with Trap’s I°)£Kll fnVnmfiY^. 

“Trap, not now!” Sally hissed. 

But Trap continued. “I have wanted to 
taste your WlLD ever since I 




A Very Che esy Plan et! 


landed on this planet. M^V I?” 

Without waiting for an answer, my cousin 
reached his paw toward one of the king’s 
platters and Qrabbed a mozzarella ball! He 
bit into it. 

he exclaimed, with 
his mouth full. “Do you know what goes 
great with mozzarella balls? A touch of 

temate sayea from the planet 

Vega. Put them together and you get a 
whisker-licking-good snack!” 

He took a bottle of the tomato sauce 
from his pocket. As quick as a comet he 
poured some onto a mozzarella ball—and 
accidentally scfiiiifirttedl some onto the 
king’s clothes! 

“Aaaaah!” shrieked the king. “How 
dare you dirty me with your messy sauce, 
stranger?! ” 




The king waved his scepter. “Guards, 
tvlm/\ Take him to the Hypnotizer!” 

Benjamin and Bugsy looked up at me, 
worried. 

“Uncle, what’s a V^ypIT°ti2er?” Benjamin 
asked. 

crat«T^, I had no idea! But it 
didn’t sound good at all! 







- ^ - 

The Fool’s Dance 

Before we could react, King Spherus 
hopped off his throne and the aliens brought 
Trap over to it. The throne definitely looked 
like a strange uiashing machine. 

Apparently, it was the Hypnotizer! The 
aliens slipped a cap on Trap’s head and 
eonnected it to the machine with a tube. 
Then the machine started to shoot out tiny 
little smus. 

“What are they doing?” asked Benjamin, 

alarmed. 

“I have discovered information about the 
Hypnotizer in my \>did Robotix 

reported. 

“What do they say?” I asked. 

“The Hypnotizer is a mostly hoirtniesSi 




The Fool’s Dance 




machine,” Robotix replied. 

I looked at Trap, who was SMILIIMG. He 
seemed to be okay. 

Thea was suspicious. “Mostly harmless?” 

Before Robotix could answer, the machine 
stopped bubbling. The aliens took the 
strange cap off Trap’s head. He blitlKCd. 

“Hey, guys, I suddenly have a StfOnS 



FrofTi the Encyciapedia Galactica 

description: Alien technology used 
by the cheesix of planet Mozzarellon. ^ 
It causes a temporary change in 
personality, and the effects can wear 
off in as quickly as a few hours or as 
long as a week. 

Effects: Whoever is connected to the 
Hypnotizer will be overcome by a 
strong desire to wash and iron things. 
It is a useful device for those who are 
lazy and hate to do their chores. 










The Fool’s Dance 




urge to do some housework,” he said. “Do 
you have any spacesuits that need 

or IROHI Hg?” 

Two aliens brought Trap a big tub of 
dirty laundry. We all looked at Robotix. 

“As you see, the Hypnotizer makes you 
want to cl600 things,” Robotix said. 

“These cheesix really seem to like things 
.,\ront clean,” Thea remarked. 

“It’s true,” Benjamin said. 
“I don’t see a speck of dirt 
on any of them.” 






The Fool’s Dance 


Trap was already BUSY at work, ironing 
spacesuits. We eouldn’t help LewQHiNQ. 
Normally, Trap hated doing chores! 

Then King Spherus spoke up. “Since 
the stranger has responded so well to the 
Hypnotizer, let’s proceed with his friend 
as well! Four paws doing the wash are 

better than two!” 

Now, it was one thing to see Trap under 
the Hypnotizer’s spell. But I couldn’t 
bear to see Sally turn into a elo-bhei- 
!?onbie ! I ran out of my 

hiding place. 

“%oU it rgKt We are the 

spacemice, and we come in peace!” I yelled. 
“We’re here to lleflirn about your planet, 

not clean it!” 

“What are you doing?” Thea asked. 

But Sally was all I could think about. 



The Fool’s Dance 




I Hlf toward the center of the square, 
yelling. 

n\ so®'"'' 

I was halfway there when I TRIPPED on 





The Fool’s Dance 




a bump in the planet’s surface! I didn’t want 
to fall and look like a{^38fl in front of Sally. 
Trying to keep my balance, I struck a series 
of ridiculous poses and finally landed in 
front of the king’s throne. 

What a galactically terrible entrance! 










—— 

A Strange 
Resemblance 


I closed my eyes, waiting for King Spherus 
to ^€il at me. Instead, I heard the aliens 
all talking at once. 

“Incredible!” one yelled. 
AMAZmC/ shouted another. 

“IT'S KiacLy hiM!” King Spherus 
exelaimed. 

Then the aliens broke into thunderous 
applause, and they all bowed to me—even 
the king! 

1 was cosmicallY confused! 

Why were they so excited? 

King Spherus exelaimed, “Bring me the 

Big Book of Space Legends!” 




A Strange Resemblance 




Two aliens ran up with the book. The king 
took it from them. 

“An SlflCSSHT legend says that one day 
a will arrive on our planet,” he 

explained. “This hero will be known as the 

“That’s a nice story,” I said. “But what 
does this Cheesemaster guy have to do with 
me?” 

King Spherus opened the book and 
showed me a picture. “The legend says that 




A Strange Resemblance 


the Cheesemaster will R,TSK his life to save 
his companions. Then he will make himself 
known by doing a 

I looked at the picture in the book. 
JvjmfTnc? JwIHk, I really did have a 
strange resemblance to the Cheesemaster! 
And his dance moves in the picture looked 
just like the (§illy m°ve(§ I had made when I 
tripped! 

rORRY, but that wasn’t actually a 







A Strange Resemblance 





dance,” I tried to explain, but King Spherus 
wasn’t listening. 

“We must Cjtl:chT^t>:c our hero from 
the skies!” he announced, and the aliens all 
cheered. 

Then the cheesix raced around, organizing 
a great QQQQQQQQQQEl* "fhey 
invited all of my friends as fvoyn/o/t/eyd/ 
guests—even Trap and Sally. 

Trap, surprisingly, turned down the 

















A Strange Resemblance 




invitation. “No, thank you,” he said, his 
eyes weirdly “I have way too 

much !Iaiiiiii»d!iry to do.” Then the aliens 
escorted him to an enormouse Laundromat, 
where he got busy more alien 

spacesuits. poor ^qj)! 

The effects of the Hypnotizer still hadn’t 

tjorn oppi 







— ^ — 

A Party . . . with 
A Surprise! 



The party was very for 

me. The cheesix put a mozzarella n^ej^^ee 
around my neek and began to earry me 
around like a HERO. 

"Look, this is a mistaKB, I said. "I am 
not the Cheesemaster! Tm 
not a hero!” 

But nobody 
listened to me. 

As night fell 

began to 
play, and 
everyone 




began to dance. 

Benjamin and Bugsy had a 
lot of fun, especially when 
Robotix tried to teach the aliens 
his favorite dance, the poftoT 

SHWfFLt 

The cheesix were SoWfUSEO at first, but 
they picked it up quickly. 









A P arty 


WITH A Surpr ise! 





As it turns out, the cheesix were very 
good dancers, and they could dance 
all night without stopping. And ^DQ(5@© 
HHDQ© they wanted to dance with? Me! 

I danced and danced until my fur was 
Ff^AZZLCD and my whiskers were 
. The cheesix didn’t understand 











A Party 


WITH A Surprise ! 




“Cheesemaster, don’t you like the music?” 
one asked me. “We can put on Taylor Swiss! 
Or do you like space rap? How about some 

Cyk€€'~^?” 

\ couldn't take \T ANYMORE! 

I marched up to King Spherus on my 
paws. 

“Your Majesty, when does the dancing 
end?” 1 asked. “My muscles are as 
tt5©(5(r)l5!7 as string cheese!” 

“You can go to sleep now, Cheesemaster,” 
the king replied. “Tomorrow you have a 
!)«% day!” 

“Busy?” I asked, suspicious. 

“Tomorrow you will complete the 
secoradl jsaiirtt of the prophecy,” King 
Spherus answered, smiling. “That’s when 
the Cheesemaster challenges the Slurp 
Monster to a duel and frees our people!” 



A Party . . . with a Surprise! 




I broke out into a cold sweat. My whiskers 
began to TSEMSLS in fright. 

"Slurp Monster?” I asked. 

"The Slurp Monster lives on the other 
side of our planet,” the king explained. "He 



l»orror! 




A Part y . . . with a Surprise! 




is a horrible, GIANT, 

monster!” 

I stammered. 

King Spherus nodded. ‘The monster 
spends most of his time sleeping. But when 
he wakes up, he eomes out of his cave and 
stomps on our fhOZZARELLA bushes—then 
slurps up way more mozzarella than he 
needs! He and sfurjps until he’s 

exhausted, and then he goes back to sleep.” 

“And how exactly do you expect my 
brother to PDiJlElL this monster?” Thea 
asked. 

“He’s the —he should know,” the 

king replied. “And when he wins, he can tell 
the monster not to bother us anymore.” 

Great galaxies, what a NiehTMai^f! 

I didn’t want to figint a monster. I wasn’t 
the Cheesemaster—but none of the aliens 




A Party . . . with a Surprise! 




believed me. There was only one thing I 
eould do: TUNl 

I didn’t get very far before the king’s 
iPmiPlP surrounded me. 

‘Take him to the luxury Space cell!” 
King Spherus commanded. “We must treat 
the Cheesemaster well, but we must also 
make sure he doesn’t TUtv' We’ve waited 
two hundred years for him to arrive!” 




I’m Not a Warrior! 
I’m Not! 


That’s how I ended up in a luxury space 
apartment—one with on the 

door and windows! 

I huddled on my bed, SHAKINS like a 
spacequake. 

“Oh, for a WfllfOn IWOOHS! How am I 
supposed to duel a giant monster? I’m not a 
I’m a space captain who would 
rather be a full-time writer!” I wailed. 

All I could think about was the horrible 
Slurp Monster, who would surely reduce me 
to in an astrosecond! 

Suddenly, I heard a voice from the 





"Geronimo! We’re here!” 


I turned and SoiUl Thea with Benjamin, 
Bugsy, Sally, and Robotix! 

I fumpeil up. “How great to see you!” 
I exclaimed, relief washing over me. “How 
did you fiind me?” 

“It was easy,” Thea replied. “After all that 
dancing, the cheesix fell into a deep sleep.” 












“The whole eity 
is ^norin 9 , 
ineluding the 
king!” Sally 
eontinued. “So it 
was simple to 
follow the 
guards without 
being noticed.” 

“And we 
found a way to 
htip you. Uncle,” Benjamin added. 

I brightened up. “Really? You can 


get me out? 


“Well, not exactly ...” Thea replied, her 
voice trailing off. 

Sally nodded. “Actually, Captain, we don’t 

have the tethnology to deactivate the LASER 

bars in your cell.” 





Tm Not a Warrior! I'm Not! 


So then how are you going to 



help meP I asked in a tiny voice. 

Benjamin pulled a small SoldSCt# from 
his pocket. It looked like a piece of cheese. 
He passed it to me through the bars. 

'‘We can help you D^PQAT the monster,” 
he said. 

I turned as as 

mozzarella. 

“We contacted 
the MouseStar 1,” 






I’m Not a Warrior! I’m Not! 


Benjamin went on. “Hologramix gathered all 
known data on the Slurp MoNSTGR 
and put it on this flash drive for you. If you 
connect it to your wrist computer, you can 
see all the information.” 

Bugsy nodded. “We discovered that the 
monster has a few weaknesses,” she said. 
“You can STUDy them as you prepare for 
the duel.” 

I couldn’t believe it. “But I’m not a 
Uldmon What good will it do me to 
know my monster’s weaknesses if I facyit as 
soon as I see him?” 

“You have no choice, Ger,” Thea said. 

I sighed. “All right. I promise I will ifl 

OQ QOSB ’ 

I needed to get to work. I didn’t have much 
time to learn all the secrets of the Slurp 
M orVISTER! 


e 



_ ^ 

The Power of 
Tickling! 


Thea and the others left, and I inserted 
the flash drive into my wrist computer. 
Rays ©IF Hfgfiitt shot from^^- — 
the watch and quickly began 
to take shape. Blinking, I 
watched as two rodents whom 
I knew very well appeared 
before me. 

“Professor Greenfur? 

Grandfather? What 
are you doing here?” 

I asked. 

“I knew you 
would fall for it like 






The Power of Tickling! 




a cineeseinead, Grandson!” Grandfather 
William replied in a booming voiee. “We’re 
not real! What you are seeing is a thrOG- 

dimGnsional image of us, PROJECTED 



from your wrist computer!” 

I reached out to touch them, but my 
paw passed right tKrou^K them as though 
they were cosmic clouds. They were 
holograms, just like Hologramix back 
on the ship! 

i m coTifiused. 

I said. “I thought the 


iehead! 






The Power of Ticklin g! 


flash drive contained data about the Slurp 
Monster, not you!” 

got the data for you,” Grandfather 
replied. "Thea tells me that you’re afraid to 
duel this monster. Is that right?” 

"Well, basically ...” I began. 

"You’re as Q®{^ as cream cheese!” 
Grandfather barked. "You need to buck up 
and act like Isairdl cllsieese, like a sharp 
Cheddar!” 

"So you want me to act like cheese?” I 
asked, confused. 

At that point, an image of the Slurp 
Monster from my wrist. Professor 

Greenfur began to speak. 

"As you can see, the Slurp Monster has six 
arms and ODE big EgE,” he began. 

I gulped. "And one 6n0rin0US6 
mouth!” 



r 


The Power of Tickling! 




'They are very RARE creatures,” 
Professor Greenfur continued. "In fact, only 
one or two can be found in each galaxy. 
Despite their terrible appearance, they are 
not as tOUGH as they look. They have a 
major weak spot.” 

Now I was curious. "What’s their weak 
spot?” 

"They are extremely triCkliSh!” the 
professor replied. 

Cosmic Cheddar, those beasts were 
ticklish? I couldn’t believe it. 

"There is one way to d-^^at this monster,” 
Professor Greenfur went on. "Allow the 
creature to grab you. Just before you are 
swallowed up, tickle it with a feather.” 

"Did you say I should let it 
ME?” I asked nervously, but the professor 
ignored me. 









The Power of Tickling! 




“If this maneuver is carried out correctly, 
the monster will start and give 

up the duel,” Professor Greenfur explained. 

“So listen up. Grandson!” Grandfather 
barked. “Tomorrow, when the duel begins, 
Thea will toss you a feather. The rest should 
be as easy as taking cheese nuggets from 
a baby rodent.” 

I frowned. Tickling a smut space 
monster didn’t sound easy to me! 

“Our time is up,” Grandfather said. 
“Hologram projection will drain the battery 
life of your wrist computer pretty quickly. 
Behave like a tf Ue Captain tomorrow, you 
hear?!” 

The images foded, and I was alone in my 
cell. I tried to sleep, but images of the Slurp 
Monster cfancecf in my worried mind . . . 

When I did fall asleep, I had terrible 




Th e Power of Tickling ! 


nightmares that the Slurp Monster 
grabbed me and gobbled me down in 
one bite! 

daiacfic 6oi^(?oN70La, how scary! 






Snore . . . -Rumble! 


The next morning, KiWGSmPUS and 
a group of guards came to get me. 

“Cheesemaster, did you sleep well?” the 
king asked. "Are you ready for the big 
duel with the Slurp Monster?” 

“Actually, 1 ToggEP and bUPfied all 



night,” 1 replied. “I was too Clif PfliEd 






















Snore . . . Rumble! 


Cheesemaster. I like a hero with a SenSe 

of humor.” 

I knew there was nothing I could say to 
convince him that I was not a (Jl/BK©, so 
I didn’t say anything. The guards led me out 
of my cell and brought me to a small space 
shuttle. We departed for the other side of 
the planet, where the monster lived. 

During the trip I looked out the 
window and saw that a space shuttle from 
the MouseStar 1 was following us. I kept 
my snout shut, because I knew that my 
friends were behind me! That gave me 
a bit Ibut a bibi of courage. 

When we landed, the ground began to 
slsaillse .. . 

“Just what we need—a spacgqvak^!” I 
yelled. 

“That’s not a spacequake, Cheesemaster,” 

o 



Snore . . . -Rumble! 


King Spherus said, amused. “It’s just the 
Slurp Monster, His snores are 

so strong they make the ground 
c5Vj^°°6irig The Slurp Monster was 

biQQ€r than I’d realized! 

I thought maybe I eould use the situation 



91073 






Snore . . . Rumble! 



to my “If the monster is 

snoring so hard, maybe this isn’t the best 
time to wake him,” I suggested. “We might 
just make him angry.” 

“The Slurp Monster is ainrays angry,” 
King Spherus replied. “Anyway, I know 


eunTOo 










Snore . . . -Rumble! 


a trick that can help you the 

monster.” 

trick?” I asked hopefully. “Well, that 
changes everything. What is it?” 

King Spherus frowned. “You’re pretty 
impatiGnt for a hero, Cheesemaster. Til tell 
you when the time is ready.” 

I sighed. The king just didn’t get it. I wasn’t 
impatient . . . 

I was frightaned out of my fur! 


O 



A Rude Awakening 

We stepped out of the shuttle in front of a 
large @0^. 

“That is where the Slurp Monster 
King Spherus explained. 

My whiskers were trembling with fright 
as we stepped inside the dark cave. There, 
snoring away, was the giant SluRP 
MomSTER! He was even more terrifying 
in person. 

The guards approached him and began 
to him to wake him up. But the 

monster kept snoring. 

“Use a (oyi^ §tich> to pry open his eye!” the 
king ordered. 

The guards prodded the monster’s EYE, but 
he just started snoring LOUPER than before. 




A Rude Awakening 




“Maybe we should just leave,” I suggested. 
The king ignored me. “Use the SPSCS 
f i3SOIi9‘bOf !” he commanded. 

The cheesix put a machine that looked 

like an trUt^/Cfe up 

to the ’ 



The resonator let out a sound like a siren. 
The monster opened his eye and let out a 

terrible ROAR! 

“Galactic Gorgonzola, I told you he would 
get ANGR'Y'!” I squeaked, running out 
of the cave. 

The others followed me, and the monster 
stomped out behind us. He looked like he 


inatkaPSPOlSte 


was m a 


The king and his guards leaving me 





by myself. As I saw the king run away, I 
vevfifievfifilsieiredl something. 

“Your Majesty, IT ! You didn’t tell 
me the triek to defeating the monster!” I 
yelled after him. 

The king stopped. “Oh right, I forgot. 
Legend says that the monster will only be 































A Rude Awakening 


defeated when the hero yells, 'GiV€ Up, 

you one-eyed fur ball!’ Now excuse 
me, Cheesemaster, but I must be R,unn?n6 
off!” 

I couldn’t believe my ears. That was the 
trick? Yelling an liSiLT? That didn’t 
sound like such a ©ooD idea to me. 

The king and his guards boarded the space 
shuttle and flew away. 

Stinky space cheese, they had left 
me all alone! 

I tried to remember what Professor 
Greenfur had told me. And the king’s trick. 
But my mind was as as a slice 

of provolone. 

I was so scaReoi couldn’t think straight! 

^ vycas dOA€ for . . _ 



A Rude Awakening 




I was frozen with fear. The Slurp Monster 
me with one hand and lifted 
me into the air. The words the king had said 
popped into my brain. 





A Rude Awakening 




“Give up, you one-eyed fur ball!” 

But the words only made the monster 
g^MGRIERi He growled and started to 
smsff me like a mozzarella ball! 

I needed another plan if I wanted to [rS§§[^ 

wpyi^i 








Shaken Like a 
Swiss Cheese 
Smoothie! 


"Hang tight, Geronimo, wehe here!” 

returned as I heard Thea’s voiee. 
She, Benjamin, Bugsy, Sally, and Robotix 
camQ toward me. 

The Slurp Monster reached for them with 
his other five hands. They all him. 

Thea jumped between two hands 

and yelled, "Geronimo, this is for you! You 
can do it!” 

Then she threw me a colorful 
I hesitated. The king’s trick hadn’t worked. 
What if tickling made the monster even 

ancRiBR? 





Shaken Like a Swiss Cheese Smoothie! 


I closed my eyes, imagining the monster 
me down like a jalapeno 
popper. When I opened them, I saw that the 
monster had grabbed everybody! 

us, Uncle Geronimo!” Benjamin 

pleaded. 

Seeing that the rodents (and robot) I 
cared about most were in danger gave me 
I grabbed the feather and yelled, 

“Let go of my friends or you’ll have to deal 

with me!” 

Then I began to brush the 
against the monster’s head. He stopped 
growling. His massive belly started to 
Shnik^, and he closed his mouth to keep 
himself from laughing. His one giant eye 
started to tear up. 

“Keep doing it, Geronimo. It^S 
yjorhing!” Thea urged me. 












Shaken Like a Swiss Cheese Smoothie! 



“Yeah, he’s in tr©ublc now!” Bugsy 
cheered. 

I waved the feather even FASTER and the 
monster started to swelll CiUS) as he tried 
hard to hold back his laughter. 

Holey craters, it looked like he was about 

to BURST! 

I thought I had but I was 

wrong... 







Unfortunately, he managed to hold back 
his laughter. He ^Q][DECS COID like a Swiss 
cheese smoothie! My insides were starting 
to feel 

All that shakin^^5Q^23J the feather 
out of my paw. I watched it slowly 

to the ground. 

'''oooooooooo! 









Shaken Like a Swiss Cheese Smoothie! 


Then the monster lifted me above his 
ENOBPfOUSE mouth and opened it 
wide. Believe me, friends, I have never been 
so dFRfllD in all my life . . . 






/ 


Monstrous 

Emotions 


Stinky space cheese, I had to try 

something! 

I grabbed the monster’s finger and started 
sbakEng my paw at him. "Let me go, 


you big mound of fur!” I yelled. 

The aetivated my wrist 

computer. It began to project the 
images of the Slurp Monsters that Professor 
Greenfur had sent me. 

The monster’s eye grew when 

he saw the other monsters. Then he let out 
a big ^tofK and let go of me and the others! 
We fell to the ground. Thump! 

Luckily, the surface of the planet 



















Mo nstro us Emotions 


Mozzarellon is soft and so we 

didn’t get hurt. We looked at one another, 
stunned. We couldn’t believe we were free! 

‘Tor all the short circuits, why did the 
monster give up so suddenly?” ROBOtiX asked. 

“I have no idea!” I responded. 

But Benjamin and Bugsy were both 
Sym/i/ti/n /(^ —they had figured it out. 

“It’s obvious. Uncle G!” Benjamin said. 
“Look at his face. That Qiont furboll is 
emotional!” 

Emotional? Is that possible? 

When I looked at the monster, I knew 
Benjamin and Bugsy were right. 

The monster’s tin$ry expression had 
completely changed. His face was SWEET 
and Sdicl. 

“Of course!” Sally exclaimed. “The Slurp 
Monster is all dlonG on this planet. Seeing 



Monstrous Emotions 


the images of the other monsters is making 
him feel That’s why he let us go!” 

“I don’t think he’s actually evil at all. I just 
think he’s Bugsy said. 

I understood what they meant. 

Underneath that mountain of 
muscles, the monster had a heart! 

Galactic Gouda, who would have guessed? 

I could have KSCAPID then with my 
friends and never looked back. But the 
monster was so sad. And the cheesix would 
still have a monster I couldn’t 

just leave, could I? 

Then an iDna hit me. 

“What if we help this monster find his 
I suggested. “If he were 
happier, he might stop 
the cheesix by stomping and slurping their 
mozzarella bushes.” 








Monstrous Emotions 




Benjamin and Bugsy looked at each other. 
“We have an idea,” Benjamin said. 

'Telleif I ” 

And so we all boarded the space shuttle 
and quickly returned to the MouseStar 1 . 


Ultragigatonic 

Power! 


When we reached the MouseStar 1, Benjamin 
and Bugsy TJII to look for Professor 
Greenfur. The rest of us followed them to 
the professor’s lab. 

“7>0&(co7yv,6 loack! What can I do for you?” 
he greeted us. 

Bugsy had to catch her brcatin before 
she could talk. “We need to know if you 
can modify the Teletransportix to transport 
something that is she 

blurted out. 

“And very TAR AI^AY!” Benjamin added. 

Professor Greenfur frowned. “It depends 
on what you have in mind,” he said. 


Ultragigatonic Power! 


“We think the Sfuijf Monster stomps 
and slurps the mozzarella bushes because 
he’s that he’s all alone, and he’s 

bored,” Benjamin explained. “So, if we 
could transport Slurp Monsters 

to Mozzarellon, he might be hoppi^r and 
stop destroying the mozzarella.” 

“That’s a great idea, Benjamin!” I said. 

But Professor Greenfur was still f rowNiNg. 

“This can’t be done easily,” Professor 



^oO V^ave in mine/? 


Kie 


Vxa''® 


an idea! 











Ultragigatonic Power! 


Greenfur explained. “To dCmStCriSliZC 
all the molecules of a Slurp Monster, 
you would need ytra|lptelle pSWif. 
Our Teletransportix only has pegulap 
gigatonic power.” 

The room went silent as we looked at one 
another, Benjamin and 

Bugsy’s plan was great—but how could we 
make it happen? 

“Wait, I have an idea!” Sally exclaimed 
suddenly. “The SoLUTToD might be right 
under our snouts. The MouseStar 1 engine 

has vLMaqfTqfa+ONic Foweii^! Working 


together. Professor Greenfur and I could 
temporarily transfer all of the PoWer^ of 
the spaceship to the Teletransportix.” 

Bugsy grinned. “Then it would have 


enough energy to transport a Slurp 
Monster!” 



Ultragigatonic Power! 


Didn’t I tell you that was brilliant? 

"Excellent thinking, Sally!” Professor 
Greenfur cried. "There is no time to lose. 

Let's get to work!” 

Sally and Professor Greenfur quickly 
began to do calculations. 

"We need to get to the OOlltfol roon,” 
Thea said. "We’ve got to locate other Slurp 
Monsters in the universe!” 

So Thea, Benjamin, Bugsy, Robotix, and I 
to the control room, excited 
about the new plan. 



Harder, Geronimo! 


IBI/R^T into the control room first. 

“Hologramix, locate all monsters similar 
to the Slurp Monster that are present 
in the universe!” I called out. ‘‘Get me their 
coordinates as quickly as possible so we 
can teleport them. We are on an WRCEHffJ 
mission to . . .” 

That’s when I noticed that the control 
room was QQQQ. None of the machines 
were humming. Then a flashM(|ht beam 
appeared out of the darkness. It was my 
grandfather! 

“What are you blabbering on about. 
Grandson?” Grandfather asked. “I don’t 
know what MESS you made in 
the laboratory, but we’ve lost all 







'Of course!” Thea cried. “Professor 


BLBCtRiCitV! Nothing works! 


Greenfur and Sally have transferred all the 
from the MouseStar 1 to the 
Teletransportix. But we should have asked 
them to wait. We need poVMCr so we can 
locate the 











Harder. GeronimoI 




Grandfather shook his head. “It’s the 
same ofcfstory. Once again, it’s up to me to 
get you all out of trouble! Luckily, when 
they built the MouseStar 1 ,1 made them put 
in an old eMTg^ generator that will 
always work in an emergency.” 

“What kind of generator?” I asked. 

Grandfather pulled a lever on a control 
panel, and a on the floor 

opened up. Holey craters, I had no idea that 
hiding place existed! 

Then he pulled out a 5IKflf1(l( contraption. 
It looked like a bicycle, with pedals and two 
wheels, linked by cables to a battery. He 
set it up in front of me. 

“Here you go, Geronimo!” he said. “Start 

pedaling r 

It looked like it would take a lot of pedaling 
to generate enough to get the 

o 



Harder, Geronimo! 




control room operating. 

“Maybe we should talk to Professor 
Greenfur,” I suggested. “There must be 

some other way to- 

“There you go, Grandson, acting like 
ioj-t again,” he scolded me. 

“You said so yourself: All the ship’s energy 
is needed to power the Teletransportix. 
What, are you afraid of a little hard work? 
A little 

“N-no, Grandfather,” I stammered. 

Thea stepped up. “Til do the pedaling,” 
she offered. 

“No!” Grandfather barked. “TMs Is a 
lols) (Poir tOse sQfifp^s GapttafmF” 

“Maybe we eould take turns?” I suggested, 
but Grandfather wasn’t hearing it. 

“Hop on that machine 
Geronimo!” he yelled. 



Harder, G eronimo ! 




I tried one more plea. “But, Grandfather, 

I haven’t trained. I’m not ready, 
and I’m not good at it!” 

But Grandfather just at me, and I 

climbed on the generator with a sigh. Then 
I began to pedal. 


Grandfather yelled. “We need more energy!” 







Harder, Geronimo! 




His booming voice spurred me 
on, and I pedaled faster. In a few minutes, 
the l^tGrHTS in the control room came 
on. The machines began to hum. 

“HooRayl” everyone cheered. 

But I wasn’t cheering. I still had to 


pedal fibsdap - ■. @093 {N^ESiP ... gfiS 

and I couldn’t stop until we 


located the monsters! 


Monster Molecules 
Approaching! 


Now that Hologramix had power, it 
began searching for Slurp Monsters. After 
a few dstroscconds, it made an 
announcement. 

‘'All the similar Slurp Monsters of the 
universe have been identified!” 

“Good work! Show us images on the 
screen,” Grandfather said. 

obeyed. We saw that 
every Slurp Monster was alike. No matter 
what planet they were on, each monster 
was angrily fltoinping around, destroying 
stuff, and Slut^pin^ it up. 

“There’s no time to lose,” Thea said. “We 





need to transport all of them!” 

But I was starting to think the plan was 
a bad idea. “What if they all behave like 
this on Mozzarellon? We’ll be causing even 
more Tf^OUBLE for the cheesix!” 

“Uncle, rasasB C9B,” Benjamin 
whispered. “I looked the Slurp Monster in 
the eye and understood that he wasn’t bad, 
just very I am sure that is the same 

for the others.” 
















Monster Molecules Approaching! 


I looked into my nephew’s kind eyes and 
knew I had to trust him. 

‘Prepare the Teletransportix!’’ i shouted, 
still pedaling furiously. “We will reloeate 
each of the monsters to Mozzarellon. 
Hologramix, send the C00rcliT1Clt6S to 
Professor Greenfur!” 

Sally turned on the Teletransportix, and 
immediately, beams of ^OLDEO LTEMT 
shot out in all directions. We watched the 
screen to see what would happen. 

One by one, the monsters diSoiPPeoired 
as their molecules dematerialized. The aliens 
on the planets all Cj-ftEl^ET) to see the 
monsters go. 

“I think you made the right decision, Ger,” 
Thea said. 

“I hope so,” I replied, and then Robotix 
said exactly what I was thinking. 




Monster Molecules Approaching! 


“We cannot cofelDrat^ just yet,” he 
said. “Right now, millions of HOJ\fSTEil 
flOLECULES are approaching Mozzarellon. 
We still do not know what will happen when 
the monsters arrive.” 

I was almost to find out. 

What if we were wrong? MOZZARELLON 
MIGHT BE DE/TROYED/ 













A Friend Is a 
Treasure 


We hopped back into the 

and headed to Mozzarellon. We wanted to 

be there when the MOfVJSTGRS arrived. 

When we landed, we saw a group of the 
Slurp Monsters gathered near the city of the 
cheesix. They all looked at first. 

But when they saw each other, they SfUfled 
and started one another! 

“See? They look MAPPy,” Benjamin 
remarked. 

King Spherus marched toward us. 
“Cheesemaster, what is going on? You were 
supposed to cl«f«at the Slurp Monster, 
not bring us more!” 





“But look,” Thea said. “They’re not 
stomping or slurping anymore. They’re just 

HUSSiNS.” 

“The Slurp Monster was just 
Benjamin piped up. “Now that he has 
he won’t bother you anymore.” 
The Slurp Monsters all to show 

they agreed. 

“No more stomping and slurping?” King 
Spherus asked. “Why, that’s um/n/d/eA/pu/t\ 
I knew you eould do it, Cheesemaster! 
Thank you!” 


A Friend Is a Treasure 


“You’re welcome,” I said. “And now, we 
really should be ...” 

“MOMQQMQ^l” the king cried. “The cheesix 
will honor our HBR06S with three days of 
dancing and celebration!” 

OANCiNa? CCLEBr^ATiON? 

pays?/ AciaiN?/ 

HEEEEEEELP.' 

I tried to protest, but it was too late. The 
party had already started! 

And that’s how, once again, I was forced 
to DANCE for three straight days! The 
monsters joined the celebration as well, and 
quickly became flflOQflS with the cheesix. 
It felt great to see that our plan had worked 
out so well! 

I was when the 

party finally ended, and I was glad that 













A Friend Is a Treasure 


it was time to depart, a happy crowd 
accompanied us to the shuttle that would 
return us to the MouseStar 1. 

As we climbed on board, we heard a cry. 

“Hey, don’t leave Zoithout m6!” 

It was my cousin Holey craters, 

we had almost forgottCD about him! 



tfotj 


The effects of the HypnotiZEf had finally 
worn off, and Trap had returned to 
nerpnal. He climbed on board the 
shuttle, scratching his head. 

“I really don’t remember how 
I ended up in that enormouse 
doing all 

that cleaning,” he said. “Tell 
me, did I miss anything 

impoRtant? 

We all laughed, and 
Benjamin and Bugsy filled 











A Friend Is a Treasure 




him in on what had happened. 

Then the shuttle docked with the ship, 
and we headed to the ooKtrof rooTn, where 
Grandfather William was waiting for us. 

“It’s about time, you CHUNKS OF 
COSMIC CNEDDIkKr he said. “We still 
have so many corners of the UivlV-^T<^C 
to explore! And you. Grandson, tell me: Did 
you UQARilM anything from this adventure?” 

I thought for a moment. “Yes,” I replied. 
“I learned that friendship is the best tool in 
the cosmos for solving COVlflictS.” 

“Well done. Grandson!” Grandfather said, 
patting me on the back. “You actually did a 
pretty GOOD «IO]l with this mission. 
You are not a total cheesebrain!” 

The words filled me with joy Grandfather 
almost never complimented me! 

But his good mood didn’t last long. 




A Friend Is a Treasure 




“WeVe MSS7SB enough time!” he 
boomed. “Let’s get navigating. Fu 11 Speed 
ahead!” 

The MouseStar 1 zipped away from 
Mozzarellon, heading toward a new astral 
adventure. But that’s a story for another day. 
See you next time! 




















Be sure to 
read all my f 
fabumouse 
adventures! 


CkMse Pyranid 


#4 I'm Too Fond of #5 Foor MIco Doop In ** we rnws uii, ~ 
My For! tho Junglo Choddorloco! 














































«23 ValMtine's Dgy 
Disaster 




Ckrlstmas Catastrophe 
















































*53 Rumble In 
the Jingle 


fS7TheStiiky 
Cheese VocoHoi 


*58 The Super 
Chef Contest 


*63 The Cheese 
Experlmeit 


*62 Moise 
Overboor*! 


*66 
















































►Gcronfmo Stilton 


He is a mouseMng — the Geronimo Stilton 
of the ancient far north! He lives with his 
brawny and brave clan in the village of 
Mouseborg. From sailing frozen waters 
to facing fiery dragons, every day is an ', 
adventure for the micekings! ^ 


Geronmo Stilton 


mo Stilton 


#2 The Famouse 
Fjord Race 


#1 Attack of the 
Dragons 


#3 Pull the 
Dragon's Tooth! 











Th«a Stiltoi and Hm 
S tar Castaways 


Stiton: tig Troable 
In th« Big Apple 


Don't miss 
any of those 
exdting 
Thea Sisters 
adwentures! 


Then Stilton and the 
Cherry Blossom Adventire 


Tkeo Stilton and the 
Ghost of the Shipwreck 


Thea SHlton aid the 
Mystery In Paris 





Theo Stilton and the 
Chocolate Sobotage 


Thea Stiton and the 
Modagascir Madness 


' Then Stilton and the 
legend of the Fire Flowers 


Thea SHlton and the 
Spanish Dance Mission 




























CAMEMiCt 


Meet 


He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s 
ancient ancestorl He runs the stone 
newspaper in the prehistoric village 
of Old Mouse City. From dealing with 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, 
his life in the Stone Age is full 
of adventurel 


#I The Stole of Hre #2 Watch Your Toill #3 Help, I'm in Hot lovol *4 The Fast and #S The Great Mouse 

the Frozen Race 




CAMEMICE 


*6 Don't Woke the *7 Pm o Scaredy-Mousel *8 Surfing for Secrets #9 Get the Scoop, «10 My Autosaurvs 

Dinosaurl Geronimo! Will Will 


#12Paws0ffthePeaHI *13 The Smelly Search 


414 Shoo, CavefliesI 

































THE KINGDOM 
OF lANTASY 



THE VOLCANO 
OF FIRE: 



THE SEARCH 
FOR TREASURE; 


THE ENCHANTED 
CHARMS: 


THE OyEST FOR 
PARADISE: 



FTH ADVENTURf 
HE KINGDOM 


THE SIXTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE SEVENTH ADVENTURE AN EPIC KINGDOM OF 
IN THE KINGDOM FANTASY ADVENTURE 

OF FANTASY 



THE HOUR OF 
MAGIC: 



THE WIZARD’S 
WAND: 



SECRETS: 


THE EIGHTH ADVENTURE THE NINTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM IN THE KINGDOM 

OF FANTASY OF FANTASY 


THE TENTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 























1. Control room 

2. Gigantic telescope 

3. Greenhouse to grow plants and flowers 

4 . Library and reading room 

5. Astral Park, an amousement park 

6. Space Yum Cafe 

7. Kitchen 

8. Liftrix, the special elevator that moves between 
all floors of the spaceship 

9. Computer room 

10. Crew cabins 

11 .Theater for space shows 
1 2.Warp-speed engines 
^ 13. Tennis court and swimming pool 

14. Multipurpose technogym 
' 15. Space pods for exploration 

16. Cargo hold for food supply 
17. Natural biosphere 














Dear mouse friends, 
thanks for reading, 
and good-bye until the next book. 
See you in outer space! 







MeeT 

CeRONiiyiO STiLTONiX 


He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 1. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 


SLURP MONSTeR SHOWDOWN 

Geronimo Stiltonix and the spacemice are visiting 
a planet where the most, delicious wild mozzarella 
grows. Yum! But the planet is plagued by 
the Slurp Monster — a scary alien who wants 
all the mozzarella for himself! Can the 
spacemice restore harmony on this 
.cheesy plaiiet without getting If/ 

slurped up themselves? 



ISCHOLASTIC 



APPEALS TO 

2ND.4TH graders 

i 

READING LEVEL 

GRADE 4 


www.scholastic.com/geTonimostilton 

www.geronimostilton.com 


More leveling information for this book; 






